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DUCHESS of LEEDS. 


Mahon, 


* beg leave mot reofuectfully to dedicate 
this little froem ro Your Grace ag the frat offering of the 
muſe. C72 your acceforon go c tutte ; * 2 4% not only of | 
the higheft deqnity £72 toelf, but recently illugtrated ty 
the radiant verticeo which the noble Houſe of Oſborne 
2 6 frrepuerty added to th 6 hereditary merits of that 
north. 7 femty. 


SH 2 Madam , my long baue to enjoy the 
fmiles of your beneftcent Lord, and be, bade lem, the 
feat ron of the foltte arts, 40 the gincere 71. 7 | 


Madam: 7 
your Grace's obedient, 


Hoca devoted, 


and ver humble fervant 
an stead. F ; 


W. G. WHEATCROFT. 


FREF A CE 


TI E author begs the generous public 
to conſider this as his virgin work, and 
to make ſuch allowances as may tend to 
encourage his humble genius with reſpect 


to any future publications of a like nature 


which he may venture to uſher into the 


republic of Belles Lettres. 
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POWERS or FANCY. 


Purſue their idol in the field of death, 


And graſp the phantom at their lateſt breath ; 


For fading honors quit their peace of mind, 
And vainly ſeek for what they never find ; 
Enliſt themſelves in mad ambition's train, 
And ſervile cringe for ſake of ſordid gain; 
To buy a title or a ſtar procure, 


— 


The ſtinging pangs of conſcious guilt endure . 


11110 
To diFrent views by Heavn may I inclin'd, . 


Still cultivate the pleaſures of the mind: 


ET others, ſtruck with riches pow'rful charms, 
Still pine with care, or midſt the din of arms, 
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FT 
May wild enthuſiaſm grant her pow'rful aid, 
And may I favord by each tuneful maid, 
Where genius points attempt th' arduous way, 
Or foaring mount, or humbler ſcenes diſplay. 
His fate is hard who fickle Fortune's ſport, 
Relies alone on genius for fupport ; 
Who courts the muſes treads a fruitleſs road, 
And fortune ſeldom haunts his poor abode, 
The poets labors are too much deſpisd, 

And baſer arts are by the wealthy priz'd ; 
Who means to rife to books muſt bid adieu, 
And other ends and diffrent means purſue ; 
Muſt learn to flatter and 1a virtue's ſpite, 


His conſcience ſilence and with vice unite; 


Yet ſtill the paths of ſcience I'll purſue, 
And ftrive the favor of the nine to woo; 
In all my forrows for I've forrows known, 
In gloomy hours when Hope was almoſt gone, 
Fair Science cheerd me, and allayd my care, 
And bade me ceaſe to harbour black Deſpair : 
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1 
To brighter proſpects turn d my wand'ring eyes, 
And pointed ſtill to worlds above the ſkies. 


O! did my genius equal my deſire, 
And could I ſtrike with harmony the lyre ! 
O Arznsivz, could I like thee expreſs, 
Each glowing thought in true poetic dreſs ! 
Or could I, Troweson, nature paint like thee, 
In ſtile ſublime, yet flowing ſoft and free: 
I then might hope to gain deſerved praiſe, 
And wear with honor the poetic bays- 
From theſe an awful diſtance I muſt keep, 
And wond'ring gaze as I attempt the ſteep, 
Where on the ſummit they conſpicuous ſhine, 
Diſtinguiſſrd fav'rites of the tuneful nine. 
Theſe had their Patrons, I, alas! have none, 
Forlorn, unfriended, to the world unknown : 
By fate condemn'd in a dull round to drudge, 


As learning bids me: my own partial judge. 


*Tho' ſmall acquaintance with the rich I boaſt, 


And hold for life no ſinecure or poſt : 
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Tho fortune ne; er her tinſel gifts beſtows, 
vet ſtill my breaſt with ſocial virtue glows: 

I can the wretch however rich deſpiſe, 

Who hears unmov'd the needy orphans cries , 
With indignation ſee a garterd lord, 

Whoſe glaring crimes deſerve a hempen cord, 
Exalted loll in all the pomp of ſtate, 
Regardleſs of his ruin'd country's fate, 
Whoſe iron cheeks with tears ne'er overflow, 
And flinty heart ne er feels a wretches woe: 
Who as he rolls along on glowing wheels, 
For the poor ſhiv'ring beggar never feels; 
Without emotion ſees the ſtarving blind, 
And unaſſiſted leaves the lame behind. 


Ah! what are riches can they c'er beſtow, 
Thoſe laſting joys that from pure virtue flow ? 
Can they give caſe e er to the wounded breaſt, 
Or gently ſooth the tortur d mind to reſt ? 
When ghaſtly ſpectres to the wretch appears, 


The idle phantoms of his guilty fears, 
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Can wealth or honors from him then diſpel, 
His diſmal horror and his dread of hell ? 
When ſtretch d upon his bed of down he lies, 
To woo ſoft ſleep he toſſing vainly tries; 

His mind is harrow'd by a thouſand ills, 
While a cold ſweat a-down his brows diſtils; 


His ſtareing eyes to Heavn he dares not turn; 


Infernal fires within his boſom burn, 

In thiscſad hour his domes no joy afford, 
Nor all the plate that ſhines upon his board: 
His crimes oppreſs him with a grievous load; 
In vain he ſeeks for pleaſure when abroad; 
In vain for him ſweet Muſic ſtrikes the ſtring; 
The Indies too in vain their ſpices bring; 

In vain bright colors on the canvas glow, 
While gilded frames around their luſtre throw: 
The tort ring Furies hover round his head, 
And ſtill a train of Demons with them lead; 
The gloomy proſpect that before him lies, 

In ſpite of Pleaſure haunts his ſickn d eyes, 
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Till frantic grown a prey to dread Deſpair, 


* 


By ſuicide he ends a life of care. 


O! dreadful thought ! to quit the joys of light, 


And launch abruptly into endleſs night! 

To other crimes to add the worſt of all, 

While Demons triumph in his wretched fall ! 
Bleſs'd is the man who till the care of Heav'n, 
To worthleſs deeds by vice was never drivn! 
Who by Ambition ne'er to rapine led, 


In eaſtern climes wild deſolation ſpread ! 


Who from a thirſt of curſed: ſhining gold, 


His conſcience and his country never ſold ! 


Whoſe ſteady ſoul no adverſe ſtorms can move, 


Fix d on the joys that wait the good above ! 
He never trembles when the light'ning flies, 
And rolling thunder rends the blazing ſkies 
He never pines with gloomy diſcontent, 

Bat thankfully enjoys what Heav'n hath ſent: 
Can calmly meet th' appointed hour of death, 
And undiſmay'd reſign his lateſt breath. 
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Unthinking mortals! deaf to virtue's call, 
Who often warns us by another fall, 
To rein our paſſions and deſires confine, 
As ſhe has clearly mark d the bounding line ! 
Reflect in time and ſhun the dreadful fate, 
Of thoſe who ſee their error when too late : 
Prefer contentment in a humble cot, 
With competence if competence you ve got, 
Nay poverty and ev'ry ill it brings, 
To all the pomp and wealth of ſcepter d kings, 
Acquird by rapine and thoſe monſtrous crimes, 


That mark the reigns of ſome in former times. 


But Fancy, lead me from theſe hackney'd themes, 
And let me here indulge poetic dreams : 
Come Fancy, come, unknown to vulgar ſong, 
To whom the powers of magic art belong ; 


At whoſe command the brighteſt ſcenes ariſe, 


And views romantic crowd before the eyes ; 
Who ſometimes lead'ſt me to the bloody plain, 


And ſometimes ſhew'ſt the horrors of the main 
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Who often lov'ſt to ſtroll along the ſhore, 


And muſing hear the foaming billows roar ; 


Again amidſt the ruſtling trees to ftray, 
Where gentle breezes ſoftly whiſp'ring play; 


Or fit below the hanging molly rock, 


Where groves ne er echo with the woodman's ſtroke ; 
Or when calm eve her gentle dew diſtils, 
To wander oer the eaſy ring hills, 


And chace the ſun whoſe beams yet faintly ſeen, 


Shew length'ned ſhadows on the verdant green: 


Come heav'nly Maid in all thy ſplendor dreſs d, 
With ſpangld zone and azure flowing veſt, 


Whole auburn treſſes floating in the wind, 


Diſplay the whiteneſs of thy neck behind : 


While vernal flowers by way of garland worn, 


The blooming beauties of thy front adorn : 


O! hither come and with thy magic wand, 
Diſplay the wonders of thy powerful hand : 


O! come, and let me rove from ſcene to ſcene, 


And by thy aid romantic proſpects feign ; 


C208 } 


Help me to paint the pleaſing views I love, 


Meads, rocks and groves, the rolling orbs above; 
Enraptur'd let me ſcenes of nature view, 

Green waving woods, the {ky ſerenely blue, 

Rude rugged mountains that tremendous riſe, 
Whoſe cloud-capt tops are hid above the ſkies , 
Caſcades that daſh a-down the rocky ſtcep, 

Midſt hanging pines that always verdure keep; 
Black awful rocks that nodding ſeem to ſtand, 
And threaten ruin to the neighb'ring land, 

Around whole tops with ever watchful eye, 

In queſt of lambkins ſoaring eagles fly. 

To ſofter ſcenes, O let me too deſcend, i 
Where winding ſtreams through velvet meadows bend, 
Whole ſhining ſurface is alternate ſeen, 


And forms a contraſt to the grafly green. 


With thee, O! Fancy, oft at morn I ſtray 
To view the Sun, the parent of the day, 
When juſt emerging from his wat'ry bed, 


And when the {ky is fuſhd with pureſt red. 
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N 1 | Oer Occan's ſurface then he ſpreads his beams, 
| ; þ That dancing play upon the trembling ſtreams, 
1371 His broad full orb with genial power re lete, 
„ y 4 F 
| 1 | O'er half the globe diffuſes light and heat; 
| Il On his approach the nightly vapors fly, 

1 
1 | And vaniſh as he mounts the radiant ſky ; 

1 if With lively joy his preſence nature fills, 


And glowing brightneſs gilds the diſtant hills, 
W hoſe pointed ſummits catch his earlieſt ray, 
When in the Eaſt he firſt proclaims the day. 
Then induſtry from balmy ſleep awakes, 

And for hard toil the homely couch forſakes ; 
From lowly hamlets curling ſmoke aſcends, 


In bluiſh clouds or in a column bends ; | 

Then ſhepherds drive their bleating flocks to feed, 
And leave their traces in the dewy mead, 

Where chryſtal drops untouch'd by ſols bright power, 
Like diamoads ſparkle on each blooming flower. 


The early lark on ſteady pinions born, 


With ſweeteſt notes ſalutes the balmy morn, 


( #8 3 | 
And ſweetly carrols ſoaring in the air, | 4 

| Whilſt lab ring ruſtics to their work repair; 

The feather'd tenants of each leafy grove, 

Awake their ſtrains inſpired by ſofteſt love, 

And all the fields around are ſmiling ſeen, 

With various tints and diff rent ſhades of green. 

Whene'er the height of heav'ws bright arch he gains, 


And for the ſhade the cattle quit the plains, f 
Or ſeek the lake their fervid ſides to cool, | 
And ſtand with pleaſure in the ſhining pool, | 
Then bear me, Fancy, to the mid day ſeat, 
Where hanging woods afford a cool retreat, | 
Where a clear riv'let from a chryſtal ſource, | | 
With many a bending winds its mazy courſe, | 


In hoarſe caſcades oer rocks its torrent pours, 

And with its foam bedews the neighb'ring flowers, 

Or murm'ring tumbles o'er its peebly bed, 

While quiv ring branches ruſtle o'er my head; 

Where creeping woodbine mantles ſhelving rocks, | ö 

And broad leav'd hazel ſhelter fleecy flocks ; — 
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Where purple vi lets and primroſes grow, 


And fragrant herbs around their odor throw; 
Where trees reflected wave below the ſtream, 


And with their ſpreading tops inverted ſeem; 


Whilſt in the flood appears another ſky, 

Half hid by leaves and ſhrinking from the eye: 
There ſeated midſt the dark and ſhady grove, 
Fit place to tell ſoft tender tales of love, 

O! let me on the page hiſtoric pore 


And mem'ry refreſh with ancient lore ! 
Recall paſt ſcenes and diſtant ages view; 
From ſmall beginnings ſee how kingdoms grew; 
By virtuous deeds how they acquir'd domain, | 
And ſpread their terror to the diſtant plain ; 
How by obſervance of their country's laws, 
Good citizens acquird a juſt applauſe ; 

How ſkilful gem rals pow rful armies led, 
And for their country in fierce battle bled, | 


A moral draw from each event I read, 


And profit by converſing with the dead. 
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When ſilver Luna with her borrow'd light, 

Aſſumes in ſtate the empire of the night; ; 
When high enthron'd in majeſty ſhe rides, 
And thro' the arched vault of heav'n glides, 
In fleecy clouds ſhe ſometimes veils her head, 
And then the earth with darkneſs is oerſpread; 
The duſky proſpect fades amidſt the gloom, 
And ſhady groves a darker tint aſſume; 
But on a ſudden, lo! ſhe ſhews her face, 
And ſhines reſplendent with her uſual grace ! 
A glorious brightneſs ſpreading thro the ſky, 
Diſpels the darkneſs and delights the eye; 
Sublime ideas fill the wond ring mind, 
From groſſer thoughts by this grand ſcene refin d. 
When no dark clouds th' encircling ſky obſcure, 
And all around ſeems calm, ſerene and pure ; 

When heav ns bright lamps beſtud th” aerial light, 
And grace the ſplendid canopy of night, 
A thouſand orbs diſplay the pow'rful hand, 
| Who bade all nature iſe at his command ; 
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Who hangs on nothing this terreſtrial ball, 

And reins the winds obedient to his call, 

Who rules the various ſeaſons of the year, 

Sends wintry ſnow and ſummer's ſun to cheer , 

At whoſe defire the awtul thunder rolls, 

That burſting loudly ſhakes the fright ned poles , 
Whoſe hand unerring guides the lightnings power, 


And faves the wretch in that tremendous hour, 
When trees are ſhiver 'd and the flinty rocks, 
To powder crumbled by concuſſive ſhocks : 


Whoſe boundleſs goodneſs over all extends, 
Upholds, protects, feeds, clothes and ſtill defends; ..' 


Then Faxcy wafted upon heav'nly wings, 

Thou leav'ft all other ſublunary things: 

'Tis then thou lov'ſt above the clouds to ſoar, 
And all the laws of Naront's book explore : 

From pole to pole to range with curious eye, 

See frozen piles in rugged order lie, 
Where genial heat ne'er thaws the barren c—_ 
And the hard foil in icy chains is bound. 
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With thee the product of the earth I ſcan, 
The diff rent tribes and ſhades of ſavage man, 
Decreaſing ſtill towards each deſert pole, 


And in one ſyſtem oft review the whole. 


When mirthful ſcenes no pleaſure can impart, 
But add affliction to the wounded heart; 


When Melancholy rules the penſive mind, 


And makes the foul to gloomy thoughts inclin'd, 


Or ſeek the loneſome or the dreary wild, 

As often happens to.misfortune's child; 
When Phoebus ſinks below the weſtern ſkies, 
And ſickly miſts from marſhy fens ariſe, 
While the loud voice of labor dies away, 

And Philomela tunes her ev'ning lay, 
Then lead me, Faxcy, oer the duſky mead, 
Where yonder church uprears its diſtant head, 
Whoſe gothic doors and ſolemn windows fill, 
The mind with awe and reverence inſti] ; 


In thoughtful mood there let me ſilent ſtray, 


And thro the church- yard take my muſing way, 
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Where diſmal yews in ſolemn ſadneſs ſtand, 
Firſt planted by ſome aged ruſtics hand, 
Who now forgotten ſleeps below the ſhade, 
That by the thickneſs of their tops is made; 


Midſt ſwelling graves where many a mortal's laid, 
Has the much dreaded debt to nature paid, 
With contemplation let me ſlowly range, 


And meditate upon the awful change, 


That waits the peaſant and the pamper'd peer, 
And ſtill approaches each revolving year. 


Oft by thy aid I ſee the ſtorm ariſe, 
And billows roll of moſt tremendous ſize. | 
The howling winds oer occan's ſurface ſweep, 
And- harrow up the boſom of the deep ; 
Huge foaming breakers after breakers roar, 
An! angry ſurges laſh the trembling ſhore; 
A canopy of awful hanging clouds, 
The face of day from mortal viſion ſhrouds; 
The ſun's bright rays amidſt its gloom are loſt, 
And the tall veſſel by the tempeſt toſs d, 


tw) 


Thro heavy ſeas the ſport of waves is driv'n, 
And riſes ſometimes pointing towards heav'n, 
Again deſcends with ſwiftneſs from the ſkies, 
And hid within a wat'ry hollow hes, 

Anon emerges from the foaming tide, 

Whilſt wat' ry mountains break againſt her fide : 
She ſometimes reeling leans upon the wave, 
About to ſink into a briny grave, 

Then rears upright, and the broad billow cleaves, 
And a white track behind her ſtern ſhe leaves : 
The ſea its fury on her planks expends, 
And daſh'd aloft upon the deck deſcends ; 
The tempeſt fings around her quiv'ring maſt, 
Portending ruin with its bellowing blaſt, 

And all the horrors of the deep are ſeen, 

High ſwelling waves and yawning gulphs between. 
But come, O] Faxcy ! change this awful ſcene, 
And let me view the ſea and ſky ſerene. ELL 
At thy command the thundering ſtorms ſubſides; 
The ſteerſman now with care the veſſel guides, 
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That wafted onward by the gentle gale, 


Invites its power with ev'ry flowing ſail, 

The ſea is calm as far as eye can reach, 

And echoes hollow gainſt the winding beach, 
The long toſsd veſſel with her beaten fides, 
Before the breeze with ſteady motion glides; 
The ſwelling ſheets quick bear her thro' the deep, 
Whilſt curling waves with gentleſt murmurs ſweep, 
Her bending bow : ſhe fades upon the fight, 

On moving onwards ſtill appears leſs bright, 

Till farther diſtant nothing can be ſeen 

But pointed maſts and ſilver ſky between. 

Now ſcreaking ſea fowl ſeek the ſhelly ſhore, 
No longer fright'ned by the tempeſt's roar, 
Their fiſhy prey pick from the ſlimy ſand, 

And feeding ſtalk along the plaſhy ſtrand : 

Or circling round the rugged awful ſteep, 
That hangs its head above the azure deep, 
With mazy flight ſkim thro” the bright'ned ſkies, 
While hollow rocks repeat their diffrent cries. 
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Ah! roving ſtill, where doſt thou Faxcr lead, in 
Where Britain's ſons in queſt of glory bleed ? 
With filent awe the battle I ſurvey, 
See hoſtile bands drawn up in firm array; 
Above their heads thick clouds of ſmoke ariſe, 


That darken ſometimes and obſcure the ſkies ; 


The thund'ring cannons rend the ambient air, 


Whilſt flaming Furies ſhake their ſnaky hair, 

Their torches brandiſh and with rage incite, 

The ſlaught'ring foe to lengthen out the fight. 
Now horrid din aſſails the troubled ears, 

And tim'rous breaſts beat high with diſmal fears; 
The trumpets clangor with loud ſhouts combin'd, 
Endeavour ſtill to rouſe the fainting mind ; 
The prancing ſteed, proud of his warlike dreſs, 
Advances where battalions thickeſt preſs, 


The ranks ſoon broken in confuſion fly, 


And heaps of lain quite pale and ghaſtly lie, 


Some wounded fore are ſtretch'd upon the plain, 


Or writhe midſt gore in agonizing pain. 
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From this ſad ſcene, O Goddefs ! let me turn, 


Oer death and carnage I muſt ever mourn ! 


New ſcenes romantic catch my wand ring eyes, 


And antient walls by magic art ariſe: 


Proud battlements high plac'd are ſeen from far, 


"That oft have ſtood the fierce aſſault of war, 


When deſp'rate Faction deſolation ſpread, 
And ruin brought on many a guiltleſs head: 
When Civil Feuds this troubl'd iſland tore, 
And Diſcord pale her bloody flag high bore ; 
When mad Rebellion ſpurn'd at regal ſway, 
And thro' the land around diffus d diſmay, 
There the beſieg d have oft the fury quell'd, 


Of hoſtile bands and their attacks repell d; 
From yonder op'ning in the wall decay'd, 


The thund'ring cannons have with fury playd; 
The whizzing balls have {wept the neighb'ring plain, 
And ſtrew d the fields with heaps of Rind red lain. 


O! happy Britain, freed from wars alarms, 
And all the ills that follow'd civil arms, 
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When petty tyr ants by ambition fird, 


Againſt their ſovereign and the laws confpird ! 
When feudal vaſſals hurried to the field, 
Array'd in armour with a ſword and ſhield, 
Like ſlaves obedient to their chieftains nod, 
And bow'd beneath their lords oppreſſive rod! 
With weeds o ergrown the fields neglected ſtood, 
And children pin d for want of daily food; 


Then widow'd ſpouſes for their huſbands mourn'd, 


Who never from the field of death return'd ; 
Black deſolation wide her influence ſpread, - 
And wretched ruſtics from their manſions fled, 
Whilſt baleful ruin with a diſmal train, 
Expell'd all pleaſure from the rural plain. 


Now farther on, O] Faxcr, by thy hand, 
Uprear'd I ſee an antique turret ſtand, 
Upon a riſing midſt an aged wood, 
That oft hath furious ſtormy blaſts withſtood; 


Whoſe mould ring top o ergrown with hoary weeds, 
Slow crumbling baſe where nettles ſhed their ſeeds, 
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( 24 ) 
And moſs-grown ſtones beſpeak its length of years, 
While many a fiſſure and a rent appears, 
Thro' which the winds a paſſage now have found, 
And whiſtle hollow with a doleful found : 
The moping owl here finds a calm retreat, 
And unmoleſted reigns in ſolemn ſtate ; 
The ſluggiſh bat too takes her ev'ning flight, 
And drinks the chryſtal dew diſtill'd by night, 
In cavern ſleeps till veſper calmneſs brings, 


Then flutters forth upborn on leather wings. 


What changes wrought, alas! by ruthleſs Time, 
Diſplay his power in ev'ry age and clime ! 
Where palaces with wonder ſtruck the eye, 
| Now mould'ring heaps and broken ruins lie; 
Where lofty halls re- echo d muſic's ſound, 
Now hiſſing ſnakes and bloated toads are found; 
Exalted turrets that outbrav'd the wind, 
To black oblivion's diſmal ſhade conſign d, 
Neglected crumble, whilſt each tott ring wall, 
Deſtruction threatens with its thund'ring fall. 


( ®s ) 
Where ſtately fabricks by rich princes rear d, 
And noble cities on broad plains appeard, 
Rude fragments ſcatterd now are only ſeen, 
That tell what once in former days they've been: 
Wild dreary waſtes to ſocial life unknown, 
Remain where once proud regal manſions ſhone : 
Where cultur'd fields of rich luxuriant ſoil, 
Repaid the peaſant's annual care and toil, 
With all the gifts that golden Ceres brings, 
The nettle, briar, and the bramble ſprings. 


Nor yet, 0 Faxcy, art thou cer confin d, 
To ſcenes domeſtic, for my roving mind, 
By thee aſſiſted can its thoughts expand, 
And travel oer wild Afric's burning ſand, 
Where the parch'd foil no friendly ſhade c'er knows, 
And ſcorching wind with ardent fury blows : 
Where midſt the tempeſt oft the traveller dies, 
And burid under ſandy mountains lies; 
Where twiſted ſnakes of horrid forms are found, 


Whoſe pois nous fangs inflict a deadly wound, 
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While ſpotted panthers and fierce lions prowl, 
And hungry traverſe with tremendous how], 
The lonely deſert in purſuit of prey, 
When midnight calls them from their dens away. 


To Greece once fam'd for ev'ry ſhining art, 
That mankind ſoftens and improves the heart, 
Where ruin'd piles now mould ring into duſt, 
And many a marble mutilated buſt, 
And broken columns ſcatter d on the plain, 
Some marks of antient ſplendor till retain, 
By thee attended oft my thoughts I turn, 
And ſee the Muſes oer her ruins mourn ; ; 
Lament the wreck of all devouring Time, 
Whoſe power has chang'd this once renowned clime, 
Where genius blaz'd with pureſt ray divine, a 


And with ſucceſs dug the poetic mine; 
Where Hiſtory cheriſh d with the tend reſt care, 
To noble actions laſting record bare, 

To diſtant times diffus d each Hero's name, 

And makes them live ſtill in the voice of Fame. 
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How chang'd the ſcene! her antient ſplendor gone, 
That once with luſtre moſt conſpicuous ſhone, 
Her marble temples now appear no more; 
Proud ſhips no longer glide beſide her ſhore , 
No longer commerce throngs each buſy port ; 
No more her ſhepherds paſs their hours in ſport ; 

No longer Pleaſure haunts the flow'ry plains, 

Or cheers the Nymphs and animates the Swains: 
Fell Deſpotiſm with her iron hand, 

Spreads deſolation o'er the groaning land; 

The peaſants feel each fad oppreſſive ſtroke, 

And bow beneath a haughty Tyrant's yoke. 


Oer Rome, alas! now ſuperſtition's ſeat, 
Where wretches kneel and kiſs th' impoſtor's feet, 


Where patriot virtue now no longer warms, 


Nor fires the youth with love of conq'ring arms; 


Where Liberty's bright train no more appears, 
Nor Freedom's voice th induſtrious peaſant cheers; 


Where now no Tully ſpeaks in Virtue's cauſe, 
Or ſhines protector of his country's laws, 


I often ſigh and ſee her columns riſe, 

With majeſty, and pointing at the ſkies, 
Adorn'd with ſculptures by ſome artiſt's hand, 
That ſtill our wonder and applauſe command: 
Where yellow Tyber rolls his glaſſy waves, 
And fertile banks with gentle current laves ; 
Where antient poets ſung in ſweeteſt ſtrains, 
The rural beauties of their native plains : 
Horace attun d his ſilver ſounding Iyre, 
Replete with ſoftneſs and celeſtial fire, 

And Maro too in nobleſt accents ſung, 
While muſic flowd unceaſing from his tongue, 
Of deeds heroic, or of ſofter tales, 

When ſhepherds tend their flocks in ſhady vales. 


The utmoſt bounds of air, of earth, and ſea, 
Are pervious, O! Faxcy, Rill to thee. 
By thee conveyd, I oft with pleaſure rove, 
IThro many a ſpicy incenſe-breathing grove, 
V here Indian bloſſoms ſpread their fweets around, 


And trees with verdure all the year are crown d; 
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Where melting fruits of various colors glow, 
And with ſoft juice for thirſty trav'lers flow; 
Where oranges. in golden cluſters nod, 
And tender branches bow beneath their load ; 
Where the low pine, delicious, king of fruits, 
Uncultivated freely upwards ſhoots, 
Replete with nectar of the ſweeteſt taſte, 
And often graces the rich Indian's feaſt; 
Where lofty foreſts form a cooling ſhade, 
And ſhelter cloſely by their friendly aid, 
Wild animals of many a hideous ſhape, . 
The tyger, lion, and mimic ape : 


Whilſt various birds upon the branches throng, 
Of vivid colors but devoid of ſong. 


Sometimes I ſee the Andes prop the ſkies, 
And piles on piles in awful figures riſe. 
Dark gloomy forefts ne'er by man explor d, 
Adorn their ſides with cliffs romantic ſtor d; 


Their barren brows round which bleak tempeſty blow, 
And clad in ſheets of everlaſting ſnow, : 
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While burning gulphs with ſubterranean roar, 
Loud echo'd even to t e diſtant here, 
Belch out bright flames tliat ne 1 — 


The horrid ſign of elemental war: 


The ſnow turn d liquid by their fervent force, | 
Adown the mountain bends its rapid courſe , : 
Huge pond'rous trees with cruſhing ruin ton, 

Are wheel d around and in the torrent bin ; 

The ſnow ſtill melting joins the roaring flood, 

That whirling blackens with the riſing mud; 

With ſtrength redoubl'd then it downwards ſcours, 
And all obſtruction by its might o'er powers; 

With dreadful fury ruſtles o'er the ground, 

While diff rent echoes ſtill augment its ſound, 

And with ſad ruin to the plain it tends, 

Where ſpreading wide its deſolation ends. 

The Indian's hut where free from care he ſleeps, 
Down with its current ſometimes too it ſweeps ; 
His goats and hogs midſt roots and thatch are hurl'd, 
Or round in eddies with confuſion - whirld, 

In mud half burrid on the plain they lie, 

And hungry crows around their bodies fly. 
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Yet ſtill, O! Fancy, whereſoe'r I roam, 


With joy I turn unto my native home ! 
Where parent Nature with a lib'ral hand, 
Hath ſcatter d beauties o'er the ſmiling land, 


Where Trade and Commerce both have fixt their ſeat, 
And Induſtry is ſeen in ev'ry ſtreet; 


Where all the arts of which old Greece could boaſt, 


And now are bamiſh'd from her wretched coaſt, 


By Britain's genius foſter d, kindly thrive, 
And by protection ſtill are kept alive. 
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O! Happy Britain, did thy ſons enjoy, 
Aright their bleſſings and their hours employ, 
In ſuch purſuits as virtue reccommends, 
And uſe their riches for their proper ends, 
But Luxury the bane of ev'ry race, 
And ſenſual Pleaſure with her treach'rous face, I 
Deceives the thoughtleſs and the giddy leads —_— 
To blackeſt ruin and deſtructive deeds. 
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